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I do not remember the 
beginning. My mother was 
a good woman, slightly 
stern but good-natured. 
My father was a strong 
man, with great arms as 
thick as Yew boughs. Aye, 
that was my homeland, 

and they were my 
home-people. Just south 
of Yew, ye probably know 
the place, a ruined 
building stands amidst the 
greatest of the forests. 
Liches live but a few 
runs north, in the old 
graveyard where we once 
buried our dead. Magic 
corrupts, friends. Never 
forget that, of all the 
things I may tell you 
here. Those liches which 
dozens of warriors quest 
to slice to slimy bits are 
as we once were. They 
gave in to an evil beyond 
this world, and so they 
came to represent that 
evil, in a form beyond 
death. 

I awoke that night, that 
hot summer eve, to hear 
the hooting of the nearby 
Ettin clans. They 
screamed and shouted 
curses at us nearly every 
night, but always from 
afar. This time they were 
closer, as though they no 


longer feared my father's 
sword, turned black with 
the dried blood of their 
ilk. They came in the 
hundreds, slaughtering the 
young men of our town. 

My father stood against 
them, but in the heat of 
battle a great green Lich 
arose from the ground 
under him and burned him 
to ashes. The liches had 
begun their assault. 

I ran. I left them all; my 
brother Ben, my mother, 
my father, my engaged 
love, Antana. They all 
died, I presume. I just 
ran. 

I found no solace with 
society until my 
nineteenth birthday. Having 
explored the wilderness 
long, I was not fit to 
live among civilized folk 
for some time after my 
return. I met a man. He 
was a good man, if a bit 
cynical and a bit 
hot-tempered. He brought 
me to meet some friends 
of his, and they were 
none other than the 
leaders of the Righters 
of Wrong, men and 

women dedicated to 
preserving the virtues and 
guiding all to justice. I 
joined them, for I knew 
their path to be good. I 
so wished to grow strong 
once more, and to kill 
those blasted Liches and 
Ettins. I trained long 
under Bone Beater, a 
Paladin of Shem, the god 
of truth. I soon rose to 
Grandmaster status in all 
the arts of a blade, and 


I fought hard for the 
virtues. I was brought to 
Aryslan, old battleground 
of the great armies, and 
I battled the forces of 
Minax and Zyrn. Long did 
I fight there, among 
warriors greater than I.. 
among people who I would 
consider the greatest who 
ever lived. We lived and 
died, side by side, but 
suddenly tragedy struck. 
RoW, the backbone of my 
will, was destroyed 
suddenly by an act of 
treachery by one of its 
members. I left, and hid. 
The world as I knew was 
destroyed once more. My 
home was sold, and my 
fortunes dropped in the 
streets of Britain. I 
returned to Yew. 

For many days and nights 
I pondered over my next 
move. I eventually adopted 
a new name, Hel-Karax, 
which in my clan's secret 
tongue means Fallen One. 
I returned to Aryslan, 
and continued the fight, 
dropping my broadsword in 
favor of the mace and 
polearm. Soon, though, I 
became too obsessed with 
the defense of Aryslan. I 
defied its elders, and 
they turned against me. I 
became an outcast once 
more. 

I left Aryslan, the last 
standing reminder of my 
past, as Paxlair had long 
before become a ghost 
town. Looking over the 
residents of the lands of 
Sosaria, I decided to 
leave society in general. 


I 


departed to the woods 

east of Minoc, hoping to 
remain undiscovered in 
that rugged land. So I 
did, verily, and for two 
decades I lived in solitude. 
In my forty second year 

I returned to the world. I 
travelled through towns I 
remembered only as if 
through a dream, and I 
fell in love again with the 
vision of a great warrior 
with the likeness of my 
father, slaughtering 
hordes of evil beings. I 
sought once more to 

become that being. 

I finally rediscovered the 
Righters of Wrong, as 

they had apparantly just 
been dismantled, not 
destroyed. I rejoined, and 
met old friends long 
forgotten. Soon, though, 
all too soon, I realized 
that they were no longer 
the men and women I 
remembered. I left them 
once more. Coming at 

last to Silvervale, a town 
I'd heard of from a man 
I'd met in Mythndale, I 
discovered a new life. I 
began to train again, 
Fighting elementals and 
ettins as I did in the old 
days. I seek to become 
that man I once was. 

It is not an easy path, 
friends, back from the 
darkness of despair. 

You become paranoid, 

and reject all help, 
though in the midst 

of your paranoia you 
attempt to show a 

fair face, as I have 

these past years. I 


cannot explain all that 
has happened to me, 
nor what I mean to 
become. Just, for me, 
friend, seek out 
Aryslan and Paxlair 
and Haven. Walk 
amongst the 
time-worn buildings, 
and try to remember 
what was. I ama 
relic, and my time 
will soon have expired. 
Just remember. 
Written by 

Hawk Darkblade 
Purple for honor and 
peace. 

Red for Aryslan. 
Green for new 
beginnings. 


